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it is true he was not very grand to look at. He had a
small sharp nose, but that did not matter very much
because when you looked at him in profile his bouncing
red cheeks quite hid the small sharp nose, as completely
as two hills hide a little barn in a valley. Olive lived
in a grand mansion with numerous servants who helped
her to rear a little family of one, a girl named Mercy,
who also had a small sharp nose and round red cheeks.
Every year after the survivors' return from the war
Olive gave a supper to her workpeople and their fami-
lies, hundreds of them ; for six hours there would be
feasting and toys, music and dancing. Every year
Olive would make a little speech to them all, reminding
them all of their duty to Br addle and Braddle's duty
to the country, although, indeed, she did not remind
them of the country's tribute to Olive. That was per-
haps a theme unfitting to touch upon, it would have
been boastful and quite unbecoming.
* These are grave times for our country,' Olive
would declare, year after year: * her responsibilities
are enormous, we must all put our shoulders to the
wheel.'
Every year one of the workmen would make a little
speech in reply, thanking Olive for enabling the heart
of Braddle to continue its beats, calling down the
spiritual blessings of heaven and the golden blessings
of the world upon Olive's golden head. One year the
honour of replying fell to the husband of Nancy, and
he was more than usually eloquent for on that very day